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ENHET FOR FRI MUSIK - “Det Finns Ett Hjirta Som Fir Dig” LP 

If you count the “live” tape, this is the 5th full-length from a pack of Gothenburg 
experimenters and oddballs who include Férdémning fanzine’s Matthias Andersson, 
Amateur Hour’s Hugo + Neutral’s Sofie & Dan. Unlike earlier formless missives, this 
beautifully emphasizes the cracked/broken folk aspects of the band. The record alternates 
these fragile Sofie Herner folk songs/chansons with a little found sound, some fake improv 
jazz, a few broken-string strums etc. There’s a long recording of a kindly duffer making 
people laugh, and a campfire singalong in Swedish that must’ve taken place on a 
particularly varm midsommar evening. Songs and pieces bleed into others almost like a 
radio program, and several of them are really just arcane little pieces of sound. 


Enhet For Fri Musik knowjust how to introduce true intimacy while heightening their own 
obscurity. This goes for the wonderful heavy gatefold sleeve as well, which has an inside 
collage that half-introduces you to the band members while plopping their (potentially 
incorrect?) photos in the midst of much randomness. I recorded the LP tomy computer and 
contemplated chopping it up into component mp3s, yet not only is that a hell-ton of work, 
itreally defeats the “feel” that EFFM are championing. Add in the absurd, bragging “music 
scholar” liner notes from a Swede who “shared a Stockholm cab with Albert Ayler in 
1966” and so forth, and you can get a sense of how they’ve introduced even more 
playfulness to what I honestly expected to be more of a brazenly difficult, unstructured 
dose of anti-music. (Omlott; omlott.se) 


TRAMPOLINE TEAM - “Drug Culture / I Don’t Play Games” 45 

Terrifically ripping Dangerhouse-style punk from a New Orleans trio who sound like a 
modern hybrid of The Bags and something that emerged raw & throbbing from the 1990s 
Rip Off Records stable. That’s a pretty fetching place to park one’s keister if you ask me, 
and me - I love this record. “Drug Culture” even has the same sort of buzzsaw jet 
propulsion that powered The Flesh Eaters’ “Pony Dress” (American Youth Report 
version!!), and while some pretty dopey lyrics abound, it’s certainly nothing worse than 
“Gonna drop it all over the place / You’re gonna get it on your face”’. 

(Total Punk; floridasdying.com) 


V/A - “Horrendous New Wave” LP 

As you’ve no doubt heard, this mysterious Lumpy Records comp is indeed mostly 
horrendous, a soggy bit of sloppy, low-concept keyboard punk from various freaks 
associated with the label, like Arielle from Janitor Scum (yes!) and Jake from Ausmuteants 
(great!) & others. None of the bands on here are any more “real” than the Sexy Fits, Fatty 
Brats and Curly Fries were on that fake Killed By Death comp, but the ones that stand out 
- there are 3 of them - are Shux, Western Civ, and yes, “Duty Toot”. Especially that 
spastic one-minute Duty Toot song, which sounds like what you might get if you crossed 
Mary Monday & Her Bitches with modern mind-melters CCTV. This Lumpy label is 
mostly flogging strange punk & HC tapes to teenaged MRR punkers, so I say let’s agitate 
for more Duty Toot vinyl from them, as well as a Janitor Scum box set, and then have the 
label return to whatever it is they normally do. (Lumpy; spottedrace.bigcartel.com/) 


ALMOND - “Fake News” download EP 

I haven’t been able to break bread with the members of Philadelphia’s Honey Radar yet, 
as they haven’t yet crossed the Mississippi into the lush western lands in which I reside, 
but when I do I’ll save an especially robust fist-pump & backslap for Armen Knox, 
guitarist. He’s the guy behind Almond, and his online-only EP’s something that he calls 
“a tour de farce of anti-puff’ & which I call a wonderful exponent of Xpressway-driven 
fuzz, meandering and trash. Some severe bedroom recordings here, some betraying early 
80s UK DIY fandom, others a more Stoogoid-meets-dust on the needle approach. It 
deserves a far better fate than to be unfindable on Google and merits a proper release by 
an enterprising “scene soldier” at once, on lathe-cut vinyl at a bare minimum. 
(almOnd.bandcamp.com) 


THE SHIFTERS 


The Shifters are a Melbourne, Australia unit who’ve released some of the most wonderfully 
hard-knock, offbeat lunchpail rock of the decade to date. It’s come out in the form of a tape and 
two lone 45s that clued-in critics and “punters” alike have compared to ramshackle 
constructions made infamous by The Fall and the Country Teasers. They call it “alternative 
drunk pop jazzy ciggies neo country jams”, and you know what, I think that’s what J was just 
about to say as well. 


I took some time to find out what the hell their deal was. Miles Jansen and Tristan Davies, 
both of whom play guitar and sing, were interviewed by Jay in August 2017. 


The Shifters are: 
Tristan Davies - Guitar & vocals 
Lloyd Davies - Bass 
Ryan Coffey - Drums & vocals 
Miles Jansen - Vocals & guitar 
Louise Russell - Keys 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: What route did each of > 


you take toward being in The Shifters, and in 
playing music in a band to begin with? Do each 
of you have a formative, lightbulb musical 
moment that set you on your current path(s)? 


Miles: Growing up I had always loved music and 
there was always something playing on the house 
stereo. My parents and brother had great collections 
of music, ranging from The Ink Spots to Wu Tang 
Clan to Mozart. But I never thought about actually 
trying to play any music, it was more of just an 
appreciation from a far kind of thing. Then I heard 
The Stooges sometime during high school and I 
remember thinking that I wanted to make music like 
that or be around people that were. After hearing 


them I was introduced to a whole new world of «~ 


amazing music, then not so long after | was asked by 
a local underground musician in Brisbane to be in 
his band. I said I couldn’t play any instruments but 
he didn’t mind. I’ve been playing in bands ever 
since. 


Tristan: No formative moment except for the fact 
that instruments were always around. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: What brought you all 
together to play music, and when did that start? 


Tristan: | met Miles after he stayed the night at the 
share house I was living in. He had just got back 
from London and we spent the morning listening to 
The Pheromoans. I met Ryan through serving him 
coffee at the cafe I worked at, it turned out Ryan was 
already friends with Miles and happened to live 
around the corner from my house. Miles had written 
most of the songs for the first tape while overseas, 
we ended up rehearsing with different line up’s until 
it settled on Angus, Vio, Ryan, Miles and I. This all 
started roughly around November 2013. Now the 
line up is Miles, Ryan, Lou, Lloyd and I. 


Miles: Whilst living in the UK I wrote a tonne of 
songs in my little room in Clapton and did actually 
start a band there called "Safe as Milk" but we only 
played once and recorded once, but the recordings 
didn’t really turn out. So on return I wanted to play 
them. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: How do you best explain 
the music that you make, and how has that 
description evolved from the time you started? 


FS See 
The Shifters' first 45 - "Creggan 
Shops / Captain Hindsight" 


Tristan: When we first started, we all came at 
the songs pretty openly, I think that is 
something that we still do when writing now. 
We always remember how important it is to 
experiment, if we don’t experiment it usually 
sounds flat, even subtle things like not 
standing in the same spot in the rehearsal 
room all the time. We’ve rehearsed in this 
share house called The Avenue in Coburg for 
the last two or more years, so you can get stuck 
in your ways. It’s about learning how to break 
habit. 


Miles: When people ask I just call it "weird 
rock and roll" and it’s never changed from 
that. We have never had a game plan on how 
we wanted to sound and most of the time the 
songs come from me writing a lil guitar riff 
and some words and then the band fill in the 
gaps. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: ""Creggan Shops" 
is such a spot-on first-person account of the 
Northern Ireland 1970s Troubles it's 
almost like the band was there themselves, 
hurling bricks and cracking kneecaps. 
Who's the IRA/UDP expert in the band, 
and what is your favorite source material? 
What makes that story interesting and 
relevant to you? 


The Shifters' 2nd 45 - "A Believer / Contrast of Form" 


Miles: Another thing I got from my parents and 
brother was a huge interest in history, especially 
military history. A bunch of those early songs were 
fictional first-hand accounts of areas of historical 
interest to me. I wrote about history in both of my 
old bands and probably always will. A lot of ideas 
for Creggan Shops came from a book by Raymond 
Gilmour called "Dead Ground". He was a spy for 
the British in the IRA. I found his accounts of 
growing up in Northern Ireland very interesting and 
is a subject rarely/ if ever mentioned in Australia. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: Have any of you ever 
read Kevin Myers' "Watching The Door", his 
account of his time as a "journalist"/drunk/ 
thrillseeker in Northern Ireland during those 
times? If so, are you familiar with the kerfuffle 
that got him fired from his columnist job this 
year? 


Miles: I've not, but have been meaning to. I 
remember you mentioning it on your radio show 
when you first played Creggan. I shall look him up. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: "Jon Doe's Colleague", 
a demo you put up on YouTube, is fantastic. 
What's the story behind the song, and why was 
it not deemed good enough for an official 
release? 


Miles: My boss a while ago mentioned to me 
that when he worked in another restaurant here 
in Melbourne, that his boss wanted grass 
clippings from Montsalvat (Australia’s oldest 
continuously active artist’s community) 
spread around the dinner plates on serving. I 
thought this was the height of ridiculousness 


| and tried to imagine the kind of person that 


would be into something like that and made up 
all these little things about said person. I 
recorded the song at home on GarageBand 
with a mini Sponge Bob Square Pants 
children’s drum kit. I make a lot ofour songs at 
home on GarageBand, as demos to show the 
band. I ended up liking that one as is and used 
it for promo. We are currently working on a 
new version with the whole band. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: You've also 
recorded a tribute to Andy Kaufman. What 
does Andy mean to you? 


Tristan: We trust him. 


Miles: | just bloody love that song he did. The 
footage is so good. After seeing that I started 
reading up on him and watching all his old 
stuff. The dude was just really funny and I love 
when his stuff gota little blurry in terms of ifit's 
comedy or just brutal honesty. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: Another playlist 
made its way to YouTube called "31 of The 
Shifters' favorites", featuring tracks from 
The Fall, Country Teasers, Tactics, Au 
Pairs, Delta 5 and more. Fair to say that it's 
a reasonable approximation of your 
influences, or just what you were listening to 
at that moment? 


Tristan: | don’t know about this playlist. ’m 
currently listening to CCCP, Dusty Springfield 
and Grateful Dead. 
Miles: | guess it’s just a few of my favourite 
things and yes, definitely some major 
influences in there. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: How did you get in 
contact with Alexa and Stanley from It 
Takes Two Records to put out your first 45? 


Tristan: Alexa contacted us out of nowhere, it’s 
great that Rays and The World sound so cool too, 
it’s just a shame we’ve never been able to see 
them play live. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: 1 jealously watch 
interesting young bands pour out of 
Melbourne each month with fantastic new 
tapes, downloads & LPs. Is it as interesting on 
the ground as it looks from across the ocean? 
Who are some of your local favorites? 


Tristan: Parsnip, Centre Negative, Speed 
Camera, The Faculty, Flesh World, Big 
Supermarket, Primo, School Damage, Stevens, 
Dag, Red Red Krowvy. 


Miles: Tristan’s choices are rather similar to my 
own. I would add Singing Lessons and Bloody 
Hell (both new bands I’m sure you will dig) and 
also Exek and UBIK. The new Stevens record is 
fantastic, I feel they are ona whole different level 
than any other local "underground" bands. Alex 
and Travis are such prolific musicians and have 
a wonderful writing partnership together. 
Melbourne is for sure a very musically exciting 
place to be right now. It's hard keeping up with it 
all. I feel The Shifters just do their own thing on 
the periphery and that's how we like it. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: How easy is it to 
secure gigs in your hometown and across 
Australia, and how do the Australian people 
respond when confronted with your music? 
Any good stories, pro or con? 


Tristan: Shifters have never booked our own 
show, we started out playing with bands we had 
never met or had any connection with. It was 
strange. We just got offered bizarre shows early 
on, usually at the Public Bar. That’s where we 
really learnt the songs on the first tape, playing to 
small rooms with not too many in the audience. 
They were my favourite shows. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: Your newest single on 
Market Square reminds me & others more of 
a Bats/Chills-ish Flying Nun approach, while 
keeping some of the skeletal & DIY elements 
of previous work. Is it indicative of a time and 
a place for the band, or just the two songs you 
happened to choose for this one release? 


Tristan: We sent Paul from Market Square our 
(unreleased) album Pyramid Scheme, and he 
chose A Believer and Contrast; we trusted Paul 
to choose the two tracks, if you heard those songs 
in context of the album, the songs would change. 
No one noticed we badly ripped off the ending of 
Blank Generation. 


Miles: 1 don’t hear the Flying Nun thing to be 
honest. I think Contrast of Form and one or two 
other songs from Pyramid Scheme sound like the 
odd ones out on the album. When I wrote them I did 
not regard them as Shifters songs. I played them 
with my girlfriend on drums at home as more of a 
pop duo kind of thing. When The Shifters next 
recorded we added them in there anyway. I never 
thought they would be Shifters singles. At the same 
time I’m really happy that this Market Square 7” 
sounds different to the first, as I think every release 
we do will be different and that’s how it should be. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: OK, each of you now 
needs to name a favorite full-length record of all 
time, plus a favorite 45, and a favorite lost classic 
that might perhaps be new to Dynamite 
Hemorrhage's readership. 


Miles: It’s a rather tough question to ask but I'm 
going to have to say "Dragnet" by The Fall as the 
album. I could say some other cool shit to try and 
deviate from the Fall/ Flying Nun thing that we've 
been rolled into, but to be honest, no band has ever 
fascinated me as much or for as long as The Fall has. 
Saying that though, I'm a huge fan of the Kinks and 
The Village Green Preservation Society is right up 
there with Dragnet. 45 has to be the Cottage 
Industrie EP by Yeah Yeah Noh. Such good lyrics. 
Lost classic would be "My Houdini" by Tactics. ’'m 
not sure how big they are or not, but I only heard it 
like 2 or 3 years ago via my girlfriend. They are 
from Canberra, Australia and it came out in 1980. 


Tristan: 45 is Quanti Ragazzi by Isabella Iannetti, 
Vintage Violence and The Doc Watson Family. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: Anything else you'd like 
to add? What's next for the band in 2017/2018? 


Tristan: Continue writing and recording. Compile 
a release from our iPhone recordings. It would be 
great to make another 7” or hear the first tape on 
record. 


Miles: 1 would have to agree with Tristan with 
wanting to see the first tape on record at some point. 
We have loose plans on an Australian tour later on 
in the year and also do some new recordings with 
the hope of doing a few more 7’s or a 10”. We 
recorded a new collection of songs a few months 
ago but it didn't work out with the guy recording it 
so we must record some of that stuff again. We also 
want to do some new videos soon and generally just 
be a bit busier. 


MINERALS - “EP One” DL 

Really fetching bit of sub-underground 
pop zonk from a new San Francisco Bay 
Area trio who just happened to have been 
the band to bring Grass Widow’s Raven 
Mahon back to the rocknroll fold. Four 
tracks with simple names, “First”, 
“Second”, “Third” and so on, all buoyant 
representations of scratchy, art-crossed 
minimal postpunk delivered in a half- 
hooky, half-abstract style. If I had to 
namecheck their precedents I’d go with 
Willi Bittner and his Scatélégieschul, the 
totality of nihilistic surrealism, and 
perhaps even “white-era” Jacques 
Debierue, so yeah - it’s probably 
something you’re going to want to get 
involved with. 
(minerals2.bandcamp.com) 


BLANK STATEMENTS - “Signs Are 


Rampant” tape/DL 
Let me be clear that no one employed by 
Dynamite Hemorrhage actually 


purchased a “tape”, because we think 
tapes are baloney (although we’re not 
above purchasing them if we can get a 
download code out of it). This 8-song 
download showed up the same day The 
Stroppies’ did, both brought to us by 
Melbourne’s Hobbies Galore, and for a 
couple of weeks they were my two 
favorite bands. Blank Statements are 
three young women plus a fella, and they 
play a delicious sort of naif postpunk, a 
colorful variety in which minimalism 
reigns supreme and extreme tomfoolery 
is a byproduct of production. Humming 
keyboards and the standard guitar/bass/ 
drums are at time augmented by melodica 
(I believe), and it’s never in much of a 
tush to get anywhere. The lovely song that 
talks about “Daylight savings comes and 
turns on the sky” didn’t leave my cranium 
for weeks, and it certainly gave me lots to 
ponder. I suspect this’ll remain a big 
favorite of mine at least until the next 
Halley’s Comet. (Hobbies Galore; 
hobbiesgalore.bandcamp.com) 


SARAH MARY CHADWICK 


SARAH MARY CHADWICK - “This Fits / This is Familiar” 45 

Now that I’ve belatedly come to recognize Australia’s Sarah Mary Chadwick as the 
doyenne of the disconsolate, and as a wonderfully cracked songwriter & musician to boot, 
I’ve also had to come to terms with having to hide her absurdly pornographic cover 
artwork from my teenager. It’s a small cross to bear, and honestly, it truly furthers her 
sparse and disconcerting approach. (It’s also so vile and batty that it almost leavens her 
music, inanalmost campy way). This 2016 45 is said to be outtakes from her “Roses Never 
Die” record, just Sarah and a guitar + an ambiance so thick and grim it’Il take much more 
than a knife to cut yourself out. They're two exceptionally top-notch songs for “outtakes”. 
Even her simple statements of frustration or ennui are loaded up in my mind with the 
sexual baggage from Chadwick’s drawings, which allows these songs to exist on a two 
different, very darkened planes. Austere, indelicate and beautiful. 

(I Dischi Del Barone; iddb.se) 


MAD WALLS - “Somewhere Anywhere” 12”EP 

Is Tim “White Fence” Presley “pulling a funny” on us with this one? LA’s Mad Walls, 
whom he “stumbled upon’, pull many mono-era psych moves straight out of the Presley 
playbook, up to and including falsetto-leaning vocals & fidelity-challenged recording 
techniques. If you don’t see any problems with that, well hey, neither do I. It’s not Tim, 
though. Mad Walls are a duo of Christopher Mercado and Johnathan Martin, and across 
this mini-LP’s six tracks they twinkle & burst a severely shimmering form of lo-fi psych, 
with vocals reverbed and percussion put way up in the mix. The languid “Really Think 
So” and “Selfish Hands” also add woozy keyboard backdrops to what’s otherwise a more 
tuff-n-ready record, one not only in league with Presley but with Pip Proud to boot. A great 
record that's tailor-made for wide-grooved vinyl. 

(Birth Records; facebook.com/BirthRecords) 


The Kiwi Animal 
In 2007 | wrote the following piece on Wellington, New Zealand’s The Kiwi Animal for 
a Canadian fanzine that never ended up coming out. | concurrently interviewed the 
band’s Julie Cooper, who was then living in Sydney, Australia. | had recently become 
immensely smitten with the band’s strange and dark folk music, and, thanks to Cooper, 


was able to secure copies of their two LPs. | wanted to tell the world about it, but yeah, 
the thing was never published. 


| then cut-n-paste the introduction that | wrote, and plopped it onto one of my many 
blogs a few years later, yet | totally forgot that my interview with Julie Cooper was still 
sitting in an email folder all this time. 10 years later, with The Kiwi Animal nearly every 
bit as needlessly obscure now as they were then, I’m publishing both the piece’s 
introduction and the interview here. Please observe the endnoting that takes place, as 
there are minor clarifications noted at the interview's conclusion. 


Weare currently in the midst of an extended 
revival and belated celebration of lost 
outsider folk music of the 1970s, defined by 
obscurity more than anything else, with 
simplicity and pureness of sound running a 
close second. Examples of said 70s folk 
artists include the excellent Vashti 
Bunyan, Linda Perhacs and Sibylle 
Baier. It may be many years before the lost 
acoustic children of the 1980s are accorded 
the same due respect, yet the magical, often 
experimental New Zealand duo The Kiwi 
Animal are deserving of their just psychic 
rewards posthaste. 


It’s probably a decent time to be paying 
them as well, as there’s an oft-delayed CD 
retrospective set to come out “soon” — 
current rumors place it this year, in 2008 — 
on a German label called Pehr*. This set 
encompasses both of the band’s LPs: 
1984’s minimal, beautifully weird “Music 
Media” and the following year’s sinister, 
ten-song acoustic concept piece “Mercy”. 
Completists, of whom there will surely be 
more of once this music sees a wider 
release, will be shattered to learn that the 
band’s 1983 7”EP “Wartime” & assorted 
cassette-only live tracks won’t be on the 
CD, but I’m certain that this is due only to 
the 80-minute space limitation of the 


storage media itself. These fragile and 
wonderful sounds weren’t asked to be “file 
(d) under New Acoustic Music” on the back 
of their first album for nothing. 


Let’s take a step back for a second and think 
about what the 80s represented in terms of 
New Zealand and its place in the larger 
world of independent rock music. This 
small two-island country garnered an 
obsessive amount of “indie cachet” during 
the decade — I knew of Americans at the 
time who would have given a left arm for the 
complete discography of Flying Nun 
records; later in the decade, the rough & 
homemade Xpressway label burrowed an 
even deeper level of allegiance to the 
country and its seemingly endless supply of 
strange & unique bands. 


A partial role call would include larger acts 
like The Clean, The Chills and The 
Verlaines — all pretty much on the fuzzed- 
out, alterna-pop side of the spectrum — to 
more difficult-to-peg acts ranging from all 
of Bill Direen’s projects to The Gordons, 
The Pin Group and even smaller-scale 
bedroom geniuses like Shoes This High, 
Scorched Earth Policy and Marie & The 
Atom. 


This lowest level was the milieu in which 
The Kiwi Animal worked during their 
career — 1982-1985 — while still touching a 
fair share of their countrymen & -women 
thanks to a well-timed video of their lovely 
Ist-album track “Blue Morning”. They 
arose from the aforementioned Shoes This 
High — in a matter of speaking. Brent 
Hayward, one half of the duo that formed 
the core of The Kiwi Animal, was the 
vocalist for that fantastic art/punk act, who 
left behind a criminally under-pressed 
single that was very much akin to a spastic 
Pere Ubu or a de-bluesed “Safe As Milk”- 
era Captain Beefheart**. Hayward struck 
out on his own, after that act imploded, and 
released a small handful of 45s under the 
appetizing moniker of Smelly Feet; I’ve 
not heard them but intend to, as I’m sure 
you will as well.*** 


When Hayward, then in Auckland, met 
theater performer and local artist-around- 
town Julie Cooper, a bond was sealed, a 
pact was made, and in 1982 The Kiwi 
Animal arose. Both played guitar, and both 
sang, sometimes in unison but more often 
taking turns or signing entirely different but 
complementary vocal lines at the same 
time. 


I’m unfortunately unable to comment on 
the band’s work the first eighteen months of 
their existence, having mistakenly spent 
my time in America as a teenager during 
those years, while also not having 
sufficient current adulthood resources to 
procure a copy of their debut single 
“Wartime”. But here’s what Gregor 
Kessler wrote about it online: 


“(their first output, the purely acoustic 
Wartime five-track 7" EP, released on their 
Brent and Julie Records label, oscillated 
between near-classic minor-key folk territory 
(in the achingly beautiful "Flying (Again!)" or 
the sinister "Back to the Moon" which, in all its 
purity, gains a menacing touch through the 
floating chord changes that convert dissonance 
into sinister hypnosis) and Smelly Feet-like 
sparse and angular song sketches like "Private 
Stanley." Julie’s input and especially her 
crystal-clear voice had added a breathtaking 
gentleness, and at the same time intensity, to 
Brent’s formerly often harsh musical ventures. 
The combination of their voices and guitars in 
songs such as "Jokers & Clownes" make the 
back of your neck tingle time and again.....” 


Photo by Charles Jameson 


I can imagine, because that’s what happened to me the first 
time I heard their debut album “Music Media” a couple of 
years ago. [immediately decided I needed to spread the word 
about their majesty, in hopes that others could approximate 
the same sensations. This twelve-song set could be easily, 
and somewhat mistakenly, summarized as a lovely acoustic 
folk record with a not-too-well-hidden experimental streak. 
The strange echoes, baroque instrumentation and the 
uplifting, pitch-perfect clarity of Julie Cooper’s vocals have 
many parallels with Barbara Manning’s late 80s LP 
“Lately I Keep Scissors”, especially on ghostly, hypnotic 
tracks like “Just How Close”. Her voice has this ethereal but 
not corny quality that drifts way, way beyond “pretty” — it’s 
an accented aural massage, one that you can’t imagine ever 
shifting out of pitch or yelling, screaming or cursing. 


When Cooper is not singing, Hayward is sing/shout/talking 
over their folk-cum-acoustic rock music, like on the pulse- 
quickening political murder tale “Assassin” or the pseudo- 
pornographic “Performance Peace”. The two sing together 
on the opening “Union Song”, which puts one in the mood 
for an album’s worth of reflective protest/troubadour music 
that never follows. These different moods slot in very well 
between Cooper’s more spectral (the incredible “Time of the 
Leaves”) and sometimes buoyant tracks (“Every Word is a 
Prayer’), making this a carefully crafted, multi-varied, 
every-track-a-winner LP, the likes of which I’m sure you’ Il 
agree are exceptionally rare. 


It’s a fairly quick learn that the 
album is not all sweetness and 
light by any means — there’s a 
somewhat nasty undercurrent 
to some of the tracks, carefully 
camouflaged by the sparse 
instrumentation and _ lovely 
vocals. Something sinister and 
jarring is hiding within the 
grooves, only peeking its head 
out in strange couplets about 
stiff penises, government 
cover-ups and tired, frustrated 
clock-punchers. 


This darker undercurrent 
comes full circle on 1985’s 
“Mercy”, a record almost 
completely taken over vocally 
by Hayward, though still very 
much a  Cooper/Hayward 
production. Patrick Waller, 
who played a bit of viola and 
cello on the first album, is also 
given equal billing on this one 
as being a full-fledged member 
of The Kiwi Animal, and he 
plays onnearly all ofthe tracks. 


It is arecord that perhaps lacks 
the instant gratification and 
classic status of “Music 
Media”, but its rewards are 
returned in proverbial spades 
with repeated listens. Only one 
track truly sounds like 
something that could be 
plopped back onto “Music 
Media’, and that’s the opening 
“Flesh and Time”, perhaps not 
coincidentally only one of two 
songs that feature Brent & 
Julie and no one else. The 
experimental nature of this LP 
at times reminds me of 
soundtrack work rather than 
out-and-out folk music. 


I hear the sorts of sounds in “Conversation Piece” 
and its companion “Fag Piece” that could have 
scored bleak, wintry tales like those in Krzysztof 
Kieslowski’s incredible 10-part “Decalogue”. 
Hayward works some anger loose into these songs, 
some of which appears to be remotely political in 
nature, and yet it’s a sort of gently seething anger, 
on a slow boil rather than a big bang of released 
tension. 


As mentioned previously, one also gets the feeling 
that there might have even been a “concept” at play 
behind the record, but it’s certainly not easy to put 
a finger on. Pluck just about any single track from 
the record and you’re left with stark, minimalist 
folk music, full of warmth & depth, and bursting 
with strange and wonderful feelings of all kinds. 
Peter, Paul & Mary this most definitely is not. 


I can only hope that when the 80s folk revival 
steamrolls through your town ina few years, you’ Il 
remember to give your thanks & prayers for the 
glories of The Kiwi Animal, and tell that 
aforementioned bandwagon that it arrived just a 
little too late at your house. 


* This label, run by Dynamite Hemorrhage #3 
contributor Gregor Kessler, never ended up 
putting out this CD. Sonic Squid Records 
reissued both LPs in the mid-2000s. 


** Subsequently reissued by Siltbreeze in 2014. 
*** There are now tracks to check out on 
YouTube. 

Here’s my interview with Julie Cooper, 
conducted via email in December 2006. 
Dynamite Hemorrhage: Is there any one sort of 
vibe or ethos that you'd use to describe The Kiwi 


Animal and what you & Brent were trying to 
create with your music? 


Julie Cooper: The politics of the personal, 


perhaps. Basically, things began as a 
merging of where we were both at, at 
that time. Brent had been in groups 
earlier and was doing a sort of 
‘wandering punk troubadour’ solo 
project with acoustic guitar and I'd 
been in a short-lived band and was 
working in underground theatre and 
performance. Our idea was to 
combine talents and work on a 
musical project using acoustic 
instruments and hold multi-media 
performances. 


We weren't interested in the typical 
(for that time) band format at all and 
wanted to try something new. For my 
part, the spirit of punk was also a big 
part of it - i.e. doing your own thing 
and exploring that - seeing what 
comes out of it. An aesthetic more or 
less evolved as time went by, but it 
was difficult to define when asked 
‘what type of music?". For this reason, 
we noted on the back cover of ‘Music 
Media': "File under new acoustic 
music" - kind of as a joke - but it 
inadvertently ended up being adopted 
by the old, established Auckland folk 
music scene, who actually asked us to 


play in one or two of their 'New Acoustic 
Music' evenings. Also, occasionally the 
music was described as 'folk-punk' by the 
media. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: The  Pehr 
website says that you sold 1500 recordsin 
a country where 7500 is enough to net 
you a gold record, and yet one of the most 
common adjectives that seems to have 
been posthumously applied to The Kiwi 
Animal is "unknown". To what do you 
attribute both situations? 


Julie Cooper: To release records at that 
time - whether on a mainstream label or on 
one of the newer 'independent' ones - you 
generally had to fit some kind of format 
and/or familiar category. You had to be a 
safe bet. And we weren't easy to categorise 
- we weren't a typical post-punk era band or 
a ‘jangly guitar' pop group etc and didn't 
appeal to pub crowds either for the most 
part - especially early on - because they 
demanded a certain type of entertainment 
(whereas we tended to cause riots!). Also, 
we liked the idea of starting our own record 
label and doing it ourselves. The bands that 
are remembered best from that era were 
usually associated with more successful 
‘independent’ labels, especially 'Flying 
Nun’. (Actually, we do have a track on their 
1986 compilation LP - 'Outnumbered by 
Sheep' - of Auckland music.) Anyway, we 
weren't exactly "unknown". In fact, we 
even had an icky video - made by the 
network - on TV in 1984 for ‘Blue 
Morning! (they wouldn't show the film that 
Chris Knox - of 'Toy Love! and 'Tall 
Dwarfs' fame - had made for us of 'Making 
Tracks'). This resulted in quite a lot of 
interest in our performances and demand 
for records from all sorts of people, which 
was actually quite incredible. There were 
always all types of people at our gigs 
anyway and we saw that as a huge 
compliment. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: You played 
churches and galleries instead of clubs. 
Was this because you felt the band was 
more of an outgrowth of your theater 
and artistic interests, and less a rock 
band per se? Were you even interested in 
being on that circuit at all? 


Julie Cooper: There were very few actual 
‘clubs' around NZ that showcased live 
music, mainly pubs. We played in them 
quite a lot anyway, but it was almost always 
problematic. Not having our own sound 
person usually meant that the person behind 
the mixing desk just about always got our 
sound wrong, no matter how carefully we'd 
try to prep them. They were used to the band 
format, not weirdos with acoustic 
instruments and tapes like us. Also, pubs 
were about selling beer and entertaining the 
punters (not that there's anything wrong 
with that!). 


Despite our efforts, it usually didn't go 
down well - mind you, we almost always 
got a reaction! Some audiences were 
definitely more appreciative than others 
though. Also, we only played one gig at a 
‘church' and it was actually a converted 
church in Christchurch (but we did record 
most of 'Mercy' - live - in a church in 
Auckland, because of the acoustics). In 
Auckland, we often performed in this 
crumbling old synagogue (actually called 
'The Old Synagogue'), which was mainly 
used as a rehearsal space for theatre groups, 
which is how I found it. It had a fantastic 
vibe and great acoustics (‘Radio One', 
"Making Tracks' and 'Crusader' were 
recorded there). We could transform it into 
whatever we wanted with our projectors 
and other visuals and were only allowed to 
hire this space because we didn't use loud 
amplification. When I was last in 
Auckland, I noticed it had been turned into 
a bank! There were quite a few gigs in 
community or church halls and a few 
gallery gigs, basically because they were 


blank spaces you could create a vibe in. 
The music and lyrics were always the 
priority, though, and the main point of 
expression. We experimented a lot in a 
performance sense and used tapes, films, 
slides etc to help with the vibe, but 
generally took an ‘anti-art' stance, in the 
institutionalised sense. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: New Zealand, 
and Auckland in particular, was 
teeming with bands and musicmakers 
during the time you were active. Did 
you feel like there was something 
distinctive about that era in New 
Zealand music, and do you feel at all 
like you had a hand in it? 


Julie Cooper: In New Zealand, there's a 
sense that you are living in this little 
country at the bottom of the world, so far 
away from everything, that somehow 
everything you do seems magnified in 
importance - an attitude of self- 
sufficiency. And it's a good thing, 
because it's a great motivator. I definitely 
felt a part of something, though at the time 
it seemed intangible. 

In retrospect, I can perceive a certain 
current running through that period that 
could be seen to somehow define it. It was 
certainly very hard work for us, having to 
deal with every aspect of making records 
- not just the music - and we were 
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extremely poor the entire time. We actually used to have to hitchhike when we toured! I 
think there was definitely something distinctive about that era - maybe reflecting the 
landscape, the sense of connectedness amongst the creative community there and the 


dislocation with everywhere else. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: "Music Media" has such a sweetness about it, particularly 
when you're singing, and yet there's something dark and a bit creepy about it as well, 
both musically and at times in the words. I'd guess this wasn't unintentional? 


Julie Cooper: When things are going along sweetly, there's often something dark and 
creepy lurking around the corner, isn't there? Something nagging in the background that's 
potentially going to shatter it all. And as I said earlier, an aesthetic evolved as we 
continued. I guess it could be described as a kind of dichotomous pull between light and 
dark - in our relationships with each other, as well as with ourselves and the world. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: Is it my 
imagination or were there pretty strong 
politics driving some of The Kiwi 
Animal's lyrics, even if they were 
expressed very abstractly? 


Julie Cooper: No, it's not your imagination. 
There was a strong element of 'protest song' 
in our lyrics - the politics of the personal 
extending to the macro level - all the crazy, 
conflicted stuff going on in the world - and 
with us - at the time, and trying to make 
sense of it. We often cut phrases from 
newspaper stories into our own. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: Why on 
"Mercy" were your vocals such a small 
part of the record, after having been all 
over your first album? 


Julie Cooper: We always wrote the lyrics 
together or, at least, would combine lyrics 
we'd written individually to make songs. 
"Mercy' has a darker theme and we decided 
Brent's voice worked best here . But I did 
"Music Media’, 


find that after some 


W.G.STAB 


audiences had me pinned as 'the singer’, 
which was never the intention. And when 
we started performing the 'Mercy' material, 
this is when we noticed the audiences were 
getting really divided. One side loved the 
sweeter aspect (and my singing) and the 
other liked the darker side (with Brent's 
vocals and/or more tape-based pieces). 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: I know there's 
supposed to have been a third Kiwi 
Animal album that's never come out. 
What sort of sound did this one have, and 
what are its chances of actually being 
released? 


Julie Cooper: The third album was even 
more tightly themed than 'Mercy'. We both 
did the singing and playing and Patrick 
Waller was also a member at that stage 
(though he wasn't involved in writing 
lyrics). The song lyrics were composed 
entirely of words written and/or spoken by 
Charles Manson in various interviews - not 
that we were fans of his or anything! We just 
wanted to make something very beautiful 
out of them and saw a lot of potential in 
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these very ambiguous phrases, especially 
since we'd been playing around a lot with 
cut-ups at the time - being obsessed with the 
experiments of William Burroughs and 
Brion Gysin. 


The music had a melancholic country-folk 
feel to it. We accentuated the country feel 
by utilising slide guitar, so recruited the 
talents of a famous (though his name 
unfortunately escapes me, which is 
terrible!) slide guitar player on the NZ 
country music circuit and also with Martin 
Phillips (of 'The Chills' fame), who also 
played the instrument. After I'd been in 
Australia 6 months, I went back to 
Auckland and proposed to Brent that we 
finish the recordings & mixing and release 
it. Unfortunately, Brent didn't want to, so 
there was nothing I could do about it. In the 
1990s, I proposed the idea to him again, but 
he told me he had lost the tapes. Mmmmm. 
Most annoying, but what could I do? 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: What have you 
and Brent each been up to musically 
since 1986? Have you both continued to 
make music, and if so, of what kind? 


Julie Cooper: I was involved in a Sydney 
electronic outfit - 'Brain' - from 1989 to 
1991. We were very low-tech, using synths, 
cheap drum machines, stop-start tape 
players for 'sampling' etc and we made 
recordings on cassette porta-studio. A 
cassette tape was released in 1990 ona local 
cassette label called 'Cosmic Conspiracy' 
and we did a few gigs at a local pub called 
'The Evil Star’. I went to university to do a 
degree in Communications and majored in 
sound studies and sound/radio production, 
so spent 4 years focusing on related sound, 
music and radio projects for this reason and 


al 


also on getting through the horrors of 
cancer treatment, after being diagnosed 
with lymphoma at the start of my 3rd year. 
The illness kind of took over my life for 5 
years in total, since it kept relapsing and 
became resistant to treatments. I was 
actually given till late 1999 to live! But I 
eventually got through it and was awarded 
my degree as well. 


I also worked on an ambient music project 
-'The Threshold Group’, with a young guy 
called Chris Halliwell for a couple of years, 
doing vocals, sampling and percussion. 
Again, we used low-tech equipment and 
porta-studio technology (yet worked 
carefully to make high quality recordings) 
for recording and made a demo (called 
Release’) which was given radio airplay. 
Chris has moved to the UK since and I 
continue to experiment and write little 
absurdist 'folky' songs and 
‘soundscapes! (which I often merge 
together) on my own at home - again, using 
crappy electronic equipment and acoustic 
guitar. The feel of the music is melancholic. 
Tuse amini disc if] want to record anything, 
but haven't released anything or done any 
gigs. As for Brent, he makes films, but last 
time we communicated (a couple of years 
ago) he told me he was ina band called 'Fats 
White'. 


Thanks to Julie for doing this interview 
back then; to Armen Svadjian for 
commissioning it in the first place; and to 
Andrew Schmidt for his profile on The 
Kiwi Animal on Audioculture.co.nz, from 
which I gathered several of the images . If 
anyone knows how to get in touch with 
Julie Cooper so I can let her know this 
interview finally made it to print, please 
let me know at dynamiteh@outlook.com. 


QZ 


A Happy Squid Story 


Let’s take a record-by-record gander at one of the 
great offbeat record labels of any era, Happy Squid, 
formed by The Urinals (and chiefly by bassist John 
Talley-Jones) in 1978 to put out the band’s own 
material. Happy Squid in short order jutted out from 
there to release a spectacularly artastic and wonderful 
stable of wiry in-house pals and complex fellow 
travelers. We'll take ‘em one by one, up through the 


r-) label’s first decade and those first 15 records. 
HS001 URINALS: "Urinals" 4-track 7" ep, 1978 
| | Sure, we all love this one now, but I’d long felt the first 
Urinals EP paled when stacked next to the one that 


followed it, if only due to song selection. Aside from 

that, it’s a friggin’ DIY masterpiece, one so out of step 

with their Los Angeles punk brethren that the trip from 

The Masque to UCLA sounds like it’d take ten days 

instead of ten minutes. “The peculiar ambiance of the 
record can be traced to the technological limitations of 
its recording”, it is said, and that is a fair critique - or 
praise - yet gloriously skeletal songs like “Hologram” 
and “Dead Flowers” are rightly regarded as minimalist 
punk classics alongside the Desperate Bicycles and 
Step Forward-era Fall. The B-side tracks “Last Days of 
Man on Earth” and the instrumental “Surfin’ With The 
Shah” don’t quite have the feral bite of the front side’s 
tracks, but it’s really all relative, isn’t it? Genius that 
prefigured even greater genius. 


HS002 URINALS: "Another EP" 4-track 7" ep, 
1979 

Absolute perfection, and a candidate for the next 
canister we send into space to represent humanity’s 
greatest achievements. With recording equipment 
upgraded and some live show experience outside of the | 
UCLA dorms, The Urinals proceeded to wax “Black 
Hole”, “I’m White and Middle Class”, “I’m a Bug” and 
“Ack Ack Ack”, songs that discerning tastemakers will 
be singing to their lovers and children for millennia. | 
Very little can touch it - put it up there with the first two 
Pere Ubu and first two Crime 45s and call me in the ° 
morning. 


HS003 URINALS: "Sex" / "Go Away Girl" 2-track, 
one-sided 7" single, 1979 

Did I ever tell you the story of the time in 1987 that I found 
originals of this and “Another EP” packed together in a 
single plastic sleeve at Aquarius Records in San Francisco, 
selling fora sum total of $1.50? And that I let my record fiend 
cousin Doug have the two 75-cent Urinals 45s, because ’'m 
a“family first” guy (and because I’d also just found four rare 
Fall 45s about thirty seconds before this)? I didn’t? Well, it 
happened. Thankfully he was my roommate at the time as 
well, so we went back to Santa Barbara and blasted the hell out of the Urinals’ 45rpm swan 
song, a one-sided, two-song, sub-three minute single that’s also a high-water mark for 
American panic rock. “Sex” in particular is so note-perfect, in form, content and in murky, 
propulsive, low-fidelity sound, that it’s easily the equal of anything on their previous 
record. The test tones on the B-side were faithfully kept in place by Superior Viaduct when 
they reissued this last year, “to ensure your hi-fi is set properly for these sounds ”’. 


track compilation 7", 1980 
First time I even heard of this one was when the late 80s Seas 
fanzine “Too Fun Too Huge” made a joke about its a 


HS004 VARIOUS: "The Happy Squid Sampler" 5- | tlie ~~ 
[i eae 


scarcity. It was issued in a relatively robust 500 copies, but fr — 

to this day Idon’t think ’veevenseenthethinginanyone’s | jesus gue 
collection nor on a Bleeker Bob’s wall. Strangely, it was — ww 
actually a split EP with a label called The Centipede mth, 
Foundation, who got the entire B-side to themselves for | ee Kr 
one track, Neef’s “Atrophy Of The Sporting Spirit”, which | indie Enpler 


we’ llsafely ignore for this overview because A.) I’ve never 
heard it; B.) It exists nowhere online, not even on Gnutella, AudioGalaxy nor Kazaa, and 
C.) It was on The Centipede Foundation, not Happy Squid. 


This is where we first learn of Talley-Jones’ arty/experimental leanings, in the form of the 
Arrow Book Club, who were a Urinals alter ego, and their smudgy, dub-ish jam “Get 
Down, Part 4”. There’s also the loopy, 47-second synth bleeping of Phil Bedel and 
“Caterpillar Stomp”. Neither have much chance of rousing the masses anytime soon. 
Danny & The Doorknobs featured Vitus Mataré from The Last (a seminal member in the 
Urinals’ discovery, plus the guy who produced the majority of all Happy Squid material), 
as well as Kjehl Johansen from The Urinals, and effectively became Trotsky Icepick a 
few years later. Their “Melody” reminds me of a super-stark version of The Dream 
Syndicate’s “Sure Thing”, revved up to Urinals tempos. I enjoy it greatly. 


The two punk tracks on here - the blink-and-miss “U” by The Urinals and “Laurie’s 
Lament” by Vidiots - are bonafide & widely-recognized masterpieces. The latter band are 
a bit ofa mystery to those of us who weren’t there; I’ve gathered that they suffered greatly 
from many lineup changes, but found it in themselves to record this one stone-cold gonzoid 
knockout for “Rodney on the Rog, Volume 1” and “The Happy Squid Sampler” - two 
comps, one song. Rik L Rik from F-Word & Negative Trend contributes some 
otherworldly spoken lingo to the latter half of the number. In sum, a fantastic transitional 
record that boldly announced a label that just might be going places. 


HS005 PHIL BEDEL: "Bells on Ice" /""A Bao A 
Qu" 2-track 7" ep, 1980 

The levee really starts to break with this one. Crazy- 
making minimal synth with long running lengths, with 
“Bells on Ice” never breaking from its own 
narrowcasting. Yes, it sounds almost exactly as an 
electronically modulated bell encased within ice might. 
_ Minor variations in tone and pitch ensue. “A Bao A Qu” 
__ isacharacter from a Borges novel, not that you’d know 
it from the similarly-constructed synthesized deep 
freeze. About as far a stone’s throw from Rik L Rik as 
one stone can travel. 


‘Philbedel- 


HS006 BRENT WILCOX: "Leisure With 
Dignity" 2-track 7" ep, 1981 
Wilcox was in the mysterious Neef (!), and like the 
Bedel single, this marked a decidedly non-rock blip on 
the radar of Happy Squid’s overall first-ten-year 
trajectory. An abstract, musique concrete instrumental 
departure from most of what Southern Californians had 
learned about the label to date, with two pieces that clock 
in at over 7 and 6 minutes, respectively, which are then 
broken into short movements of differing tempo and 
~ instrumentation. It even hints at nascent industrial music 
i a ~ inparts, with some mellow-harshing static and loads of 
eerie keyboard ‘wandering that I find easily as satisfying as any given 70s Italian horror 
OST. The end of “3 Parts Dignity” sounds like it might turn into a severely disjointed rock 
song, one waiting to take flight that just never does. No worries. Separate but equal in the 
overall Happy Squid discography. 


| bersure See prewrry 
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HS007 VARIOUS: "Keats Rides a Harley" 9- 


KEATS track 12" ep, 1981 

RIDES The first time I ever listened to the Maximum Rock and 
A : Roll radio show on KPFA-Berkeley must have been 
HARLEY approximately September 1981, because Tim & the 


gang were all abuzz about a brand new comp of LA punk 
& weirdo bands called "Keats Rides a Harley". It was 


is a very funny to me, that year I turned 14, to learn that there 
TE SY really existed a band called "The Meat Puppets". | will 
Ss never forget hearing the band's "H-Elenore" that very 


day, and have it form in my head as the most extreme, 

chaotic & wild bit of nihilism I'd heard to date. 
A few years later I had my own copy of "Keats" - my first Happy Squid! - and it always 
stood well apart from the rest of the LA punk comps I then hoarded as something extremely 
unique, insular and somewhat hard to pigeonhole. Only a couple tracks qualified as rough- 
and-ready punk rock, and of those | or 2 that did, just barely. But they were all pretty neat. 
Imagine my happiness when Happy Squid and Warning Label records undertook a CD 
reissue of it in 2005, with an extra track by each of the original 9 bands and bonus inclusion 
of the aforementioned "Happy Squid Sampler" EP. 


That original "Keats" vinyl LP had some of the best mastering of all time, so every song 
exploded off the grooves & gave some of these young bands their best tracks ever. I've 
always been partial to the Leaving Trains’ keyboard-infused "Virginia City" as the best 
thing they ever did, and Falling James himselfadded some great liner notes to the eventual 
CD. Ditto for the Gun Club’s early version of "Devil In The Woods" -- very raw, echoey 
and intense, miles better than the version that ended up on their 2nd record. A bit of this 
was lost in the eventual translation to digital, I'm afraid, so you’ II want to ask a rich uncle 
to get you that vinyl if you can. There are some real winners among the CD’s extra tracks 
as well -- the funkified Earwigs come up big on both their numbers; the nasal/minimal 
Toxic Shock, who were really an early DIY-core version of Slovenly, contribute a good 
punker called "Fat"; the Meat Puppets tackle Neil Young's "The Losing End" live in the 
studio moments before they recorded the uber-ballistic "H-Elenore"; and the nearly 
always-great 100 Flowers, who not only underwrote this comp but virtually the whole 
bastard scene surrounding it (more on them in a bit), contribute "Sensible Virgins" (later 
dropping the "s" in Virgins for another punk/art hybrid comp on New Underground 
Records). 


The comp, like the earlier “Happy Squid Sampler” is laden with joyful experimentation 
from the scene that formed in the small clubs and cramped garages around Los Angeles. 
The sound tweakers Human Hands and jazzed-up Tunneltones will be quite out of place 
for those who come to slam, but as the bands themselves say over & again in the CD’s first- 
person liners, the definition of "punk" was a lot more broad than us whippersnappers today 
would have it. I'll bet many were called “Devo” in their time for wearing a black shirt or 
funny glasses. It’s alla fantastic glimpse of 1981 LA bands independently operating far 
below the radar of those who themselves operated below the radar. 


HS008 100 FLOWERS: "Presence of 
Mind" 3-track 7" ep, 1982 

So a year passes. The Urinals are now 100 
Flowers - same personnel with a less 
juvenile name. You’d have thought their 
first single might have merited a fair dollop 
of excitement, but there’s a probably good 
reason this thing sat unplayed & unloved at 
my college radio station for four years 
during the last half of the 80s. The A-side is 
a funky “get-down” with a hollow-tube, 
postpunkian bent, and it’s just flat-out not a 
good song, a totally inauspicious debut 
move, one that they thankfully corrected in 
short order. “Dyslexia” on the flip is much 
better, and the experimental faux dub “Mop 
Dub” gets an E for Effort despite being a re-work of the A-side. Talley-Jones has said that 
this funkiness “...was always a part of the original DNA of the band”, and that was 
definitely all to the good, except that one time when it wasn’t. 


HS009 LEAVING TRAINS: "Bringing Down the 
THE LEAVING TRAINS House" / "Going Down to Town" 2-track 7" 

single, 1982 
Positioned somewhere between 60s Doors-ish psych, 
loping cowpunk and jaunty skiffle, the first Leaving 
Trains 45 does not scream “a Happy Squid release” in 
any way, nor does it give much hint to the band they’d 
turn into shortly thereafter. Both songs came out in 
revved-up, punkish form on their 1984 debut LP, but 
these aren’t them. The A-side’s really good, let me add 
- a teenage Sylvia Juncosa’s playing keyboards here, 
and said keyboards do a lot of the heavy lifting, sorta 
putting this era of the band into the vaunted “paisley 
underground” for one single only. B-side is much weaker, but it still sticks the paisley 
landing fairly well. James Moreland had already mastered the Morrison-ish guttural growl 
that served him well through the years. An unpolished minor gem. 


HS010 100 FLOWERS: "100 Flowers" 16-track 
12" Ip, 1983 
What a difference a year - and a little marinating under 
anew name & approach - makes. This is rightly heralded 
as a bonafide SoCal underground masterpiece. I know 
someone who’s fessed up to calling it her “favorite 
album of all time”, and time & repeated listening has 
moved it up my own personal charts from an already- 
high starting point. The album has elements of the arty 
LA underground, the frenetic non-HC punk of The 
hone : "y, Minutemen, and especially the disjointed, spastic sheen 
ie gale Zate gate 4k Za #¥ of UK post-punk such as Wire and Rema-Rema. Throw 
inthe aforementioned funk, some worldly sociopolitical 
lyrics and a lovely psychedelic sheen and you’ve got a 
pretty special record, one in which each song’s a 180 degrees swoop away from the one 
just before it. The LP features one member, Talley-Jones I believe, lounging completely 
nude, dangling his participle for all the world to comment on (only the Don Bolles weenie- 
wagging on that Vox Pop EP comes close). It was reissued recently by Superior Viaduct, 
and before that on a phenomenal compleat-works CD called “100 Years of Pulchritude”. 
It’s a must-own in whatever analog or digital package you can find it in. 


HS011 ANGST: "Angst" 7-track 12" ep, 1983 

Lost classic alert! This is so much more than the wild, 
Urinals-like blast-off funnypunk shredder “Neil 
Armstrong” that starts off this EP, and yet even that 
song’s a total goofball good time that never fails to wake 
up every nerve in my body at once. I certainly hope that 
he and Buzz Aldrin have heard it. Angst’s debut is a very 
quirky and wide-grooved Joud punk rock record, no 
more so than on “Die Fighting”, which barrels forth so 
aggressively & militaristically that it sounds like the 
guitar’s been pressure-packed in a tin can and is just 


screaming to get out and to the end ofa very quick 100 seconds. Mind you, this is the same 
band that I watched play droopy college rock in matching flannel shirts, opening for Greg 
Ginn’s “Gone” only three years later. Entire lifetimes lived at the speed of punk. 
Meanwhile, they left us this wonderful letterpressed-sleeve EP, my favorite thing in this 
entire piece that doesn’t include a Urinals/100 Flowers track. 


HS012 100 FLOWERS: "Drawing Fire" 5-track 
12" ep, 1984 

The band heads into a heavier & musically dense 
postpunkian direction, then breaks up. Comparisons to 
Mission of Burma are in no way incorrect. I saw a 
couple of the recent 100 Flowers reunion gigs and this 
is what they sounded like, even when playing their older 
material - thick, intense and brainy, for lack of a better 
word. Even the more funk-addled tracks like “Triage” | 
are more firebreathing than the ones from a year before, 
even if the songwriting quality dipped by half. I like it, 
but I do think they picked the right time to retire the 
lineup. 


HS013 GOD AND THE STATE: "Ruins: The 
Complete Works of God and the State" 10-track 
12" Ip, 1985 

1985 was a very bountiful year for this sort of angular, 
thick-soup noisy throb: Glorious Din, Breaking 
Circus, Rifle Sport, Live Skull, Bloodsport + God 
and the State all put out their first albums; yet only the 
latter also put out their final vinyl, as it were. This was 
the Los Angeles band that Kevin Barrett, Urinals/100 
Flowers drummer, went on to next, and I think it’s fair 
to say that it was a pretty all-right record w/ one big 
winner, a minimalist, slashing, palpitating track called 
“Art For Spastics”. Roughly 20 years later a young Davis, | CA disk jockey named “DJ 
Rick” would title his radio show after said song, and thus make my life infinitely more 
rewarded for the better part of the following decade. If that’s all we remember God and 
the State for, well, then I for one am very content that this album was waxed by Happy 
Squid Records in 1985. Released ina lovely Independent Projects Press sleeve, just as the 
final 100 Flowers EP and the Angst EP were. 


HS014 RADWASTE: "Cooking and 
Nothingness" 5-track 12 ep, 1986 ‘ARTA AS 
This is probably a pretty easy record for you jaded eres 7 hdd » Tite 
record accumulators to make fun of, isn’t it? Not one ke 
but four drummers (one of whom was Kevin Barrett), 
and a sound that could be fairly said to be a funked-up 
amalgamation of 100 Flowers, Savage Republic and 
Bow Wow Wow. A year later San Francisco’s 
Archipelago Brewing Company would up the dose 
with “four goddamn gir] drummers’, but the record for 
“most meaningless drumming gesture in a rocknroll 


band” stood with Radwaste for a glorious 365 days, give or take. That aside, my take on 
these five songs is relatively generous. It’s of a piece with its scene and its era, and John 
Talley-Jones (bass and vocals) very much continues his explorations around the rough and 
arty edges of punk rock and the undying beat. They opened some pretty big LA shows at 
the time, right when I started regularly driving down there from college to see live music, 
but I somehow missed the Radwaste extravaganza. 


ane HUG rR OR HS015 THE RUB: "Bikini Gospel" 12-track 
Je 12" Ip, 1987 

By this point Los Angeles was awash with arty, 
leftfield and prog-leaning postpunk bands, the 
likely legacy of an entire generation of now-bored 
punks. This “sound” is best exemplified by what 
felt like almost daily releases on SST at the time - 
Slovenly, Swa, Painted Willie, Zoogz Rift etc. - 
and by Universal Congress Of, the last gasps of 
Saccharine Trust; 17 Pygmies; Freshly 
Wrapped Candies; Shiva Burlesque and so on. 


I was living down there at the time, as mentioned, 
and this era also peaked with my own peak show- 
going activity. Rightly or wrongly, I spent more time avoiding said bands than seeking 
them out. This very much included Kjehl Johansen’s band Trotsky Icepick (whom 
Talley-Jones would later join!), and likely would have included The Rub, had I heard of 
them at the time. Their debut LP seems as good as any place to stop our Happy Squid 
overview. “Bikini Gospel” has elements of what was commonly called college rock at the 
time, and a slot with Camper Van Beethoven or the Violent Femmes would have arguably 
been thinkable. There’s anice, almost Flying Nun-ish track called “The Death of Pop” that 
kicks things off, and a noisy, funked-up 100 Flowers-like winner called “My Life is a 
Downer” that I might even listen to again in a year or three. The rest of them? Hey, it’s not 
like J ever recorded an album, right? 


We’d traveled a long way from the Urinals’ “Dead Flowers” to get to this 
point, yet items with Happy Squid catalog numbers continued to come forth in 
drips until 2005, at which point a decade of relaxation was undertook, only for 

the label to resurface with a 2015 Urinals record of all new material, “Next 
Year at Marienbad”. 


Talley-Jones ran this thing according to his own evolving tastes and whims, 
and bless him for it. The label encapsulates just what an artistically fertile 
region greater Los Angeles was during this era. I’d rather have hung my 
proverbial hat here than in Detroit in 1969, Cleveland in 1975 or Christchurch/ 
Dunedin in 1981, and I greatly envy the now-fiftysomethings who did just that. 


SKIFTANDE ENHETER - “4-Spars” 7” EP 

Fumble-fingered, slipshod rot punk from Sweden that knows exactly what it is and who 
it's for. It’s a perfectly-realized EP of foppish, stumbling punk that even before I’d heard 
it, ’'d been warned it would be modeled after Butter Utter, whose “Soho” 45 from 1977 
is so absurdly unsophisticated it belongs in a class outside of “punk” entirely. Well, they 
pulled it off and then some, with the genius “Trott pa dig” leading the developmentally- 
delayed dance around the maypole. And hey, you remember the excellent primitive 
C-86ish female pop band Liechtenstein? Turns out their drummer Elin Engstrém’s 
thumping the tubs for Skitande Enheter now. It’s truly all in the family in Gothenburg. 
(Levande Begravd; skiftandeenheter.bandcamp.com) 


TABLE SUGAR - “Introductory Material” DL 

I think the last time I got really worked up about a band from Olympia, WA it was the time 
I chaperoned 8 drunken hombres to Gilman Street in Berkeley to load up in the weeds 
surrounding the all-ages club before Bikini Kill played in 1992. Table Sugar are miles 
better than both cheap beer and Bikini Kill. They’ve got a wonderfully haphazard 
approach that throws jagged chords & busted chops into a whooping stew, then runs off 
the best parts into a two-minute recording. You’ll hear some traces of Household and a 
funkless Delta 5, and even more of those wild Slampt Records bands of the late 90s. Total 
discordant beauty, leavened with a pop thickener when the recipe calls for it. I’1l have seen 
them perform this rough jumble on a live stage by the time this thing’s in your hands, and 
Pll let you know if I volunteered to drive the van the rest of the tour. 
(tablesugarband.bandcamp.com) 


NEUTRAL - “A-B-C / 2-0-1-6 / Japanese Superheroes” 7”EP 

Gothenburg, Sweden’s Neutral are the nucleus around which the smudged, experimental 
uber-DIY Forlag For Fri Musik crew coalesce. By my reckoning it’s Dan Johansson & 
Sofie Herner, the two savants who make up Neutral, who effectively run things in that 
town, along w/ their powerful & mysterious pal Matthias Andersson (Férdamning fanzine 
& I Dischi Del Barone label kingpin). Their first non-split 45 is areal heavy-lidded delight, 
w/ “A-B-C” beginning with a rickety saw drone that sounds like it’s wafted over from a 
couple of rooms down the hall, before giving way to with a crude, minimal take on free 
jazz, all the while underpinned by Hermer’s blurry, carefully-enunciated spoken Swedish. 
It’s a conceit they’ve used before, and one I hope remains their default. ““2-0-1-6” is a 
terrifying air raid feedback screech that ultimately settles down for a minute of sparse 
guitar scraping, and it is in turn followed up by another weird wobbler, a strange bit of anti- 
music covering 1970s LA Free Music Society staples Le Forte Four. I’m pretty sure the 
track features the first singing that Herner’s done across two Neutral albums + change. It 
already feels like someone’s going to be gladly paying $100 for this record, and not all that 
long from now either. (I Dischi Del Barone; iddb.se) 


ALLYSEN CALLERY - "Prince's Pine" CD-EP 

Situated midway between Shirley Collins and Sibylle Baier, Providence RI's Allysen 
Callery is the most bewitching & beguiling modern folk singer/guitarist you've likely yet 
to hear. Her excellent new mini-CD was "recorded in a greenhouse by the edge of the 
woods, with natural birdsong, frog & cricket jams" (it's true). You can hear every slide up 
the strings and every knock on the body of her acoustic guitar in full, ringing fingerstyle 
sound. No bluffing, no frills, and a voice shaped by the Creator for singing. 
(allysencallery.bandcamp.com) 


100 45s Acetate rotate =e AND EARTH 


In 1997 [had this navel-gazing idea for an article in which I would self-indulgently rattle 
off my favorite 45rpm singles of all time, and then attempt to elaborate on just why these 
records were the ones that made the cut. The result was a thing I put together called “45 
45s That Moved Heaven and Earth”, and it was published in the final issue of Superdope 
(#8), a digest-sized print fanzine I was doing back then (it was very much in the vein of 
the one you’re holding now, almost certainly better-written). 


I was barely 30 years old at the time, and my experience with buying and accumulating 
45s had been primarily limited to the “punk/new wave” era and the years that followed. 
The internet was something that I’d just started using regularly, via a dial-up connection. 
There were no mp3s. There was no Napster, no Soulseek, no full-album blogs, none of that. 
I hadn’t heard The Desperate Bicycles, nor SPK, nor Beyond The Implode yet. 


My list was obviously weighted toward what I had heard and loved up to that point, and 
most of that was relatively aggressive DIY, punk, postpunk and garage-ish rock music. 
The list, and the article, very much reflected that. Here’s how I tried to explain it at the time: 


"Now I know as well as you do that there are singles that have shaken the corridors of 
musical history much more strongly than the Solger 7" has. There are dozens of 
brilliants records made in other musical genres that are not included here. Any attempt 
at an intense overview of music history is way beyond my knowledge, experience and 
interest. Unfortunately, | don't know B-sides of most great, say, R&B records, nor is it 
easy to hunt down a single factoid about many of the artists. Often R&B, early rock and 
blues records were released as a "teaser" for an upcoming full-length release, and thus 
are disqualified from our survey. 


Ah yes, the ground rules. There is a two-part anal retentive recipe for inclusion: A.) 
Both sides have to rule. It isn't good enough to have a monster A-side and a filler B- 
side or vice-versa. Otherwise great singles missed the cut on that count alone. B.) They 
had to be released AS SINGLES - not as a preview of LP tracks to come, but as a 
unique, stand-alone document. We can allow a couple of post-career releases on the 
list as long as it suits our purposes" 


Iremember Eddie Flowers posted something on an early message board sort of taking me 
to task for my lack of breadth ( “where are Augustus Pablo and James Brown? ?’ etc.), and 
certainly I tend to agree with him now, twenty years later. 


PESO NS 


So here’s what my rank-ordered favorite 45 45s looked like at the time: 


PERE UBU - “30 Seconds Over Tokyo / Heart of Darkness” 

ELECTRIC EELS - “Cyclotron / Agitated” 

CRIME - “Frustration / Murder By Guitar” 

THE BAGS - “Survive / Babylonian Gorgon” 

THE CRAMPS - “Human Fly / Domino” 

MCS - “Looking at You / Borderline” 

MEAT PUPPETS - “In A Car” + 4 

X - “Adult Books / We’re Desperate” 

THE PAGANS - “What’s This Shit Called Love? / Street Where Nobody Lives” 

. THE FALL - “It’s The New Thing / Various Times” 

. THE MISFITS - “Bullet / Attitude / We Are 138 / Hollywood Babylon” 

. THE GERMS - “Lexicon Devil / Circle One” 

. NEON BOYS / RICHARD HELL - “That’s All I Know Right Now” +3 

. MUDHONEY - “Sweet Young Thing Ain’t Sweet No More / Touch Me I’m 
Sick” 

. THE WEIRDOS - “We Got The Neutron Bomb / Solitary Confinement” 

. CRIME - “Hot Wire My Heart / Baby Your So Repulsive” 

. PERE UBU - “Final Solution / Cloud 149” 

. BLACK FLAG - “Six Pack / I’ve Heard It Before / American Waste” 

- MINOR THREAT - Ist single 

. VERTIGO - “Two Lives / Front End Loader / Phil 105” 

. NEGATIVE APPROACH - Ist single 

. THE USERS - “Sick Of You / I’m In Love With Today” 

. IGGY & THE STOOGES - “I Got a Right / Gimme Some Skin” 

. MIDDLE CLASS - “Out of Vogue” +3 

. THE DILS - “Class War / Mr. Big” 

. RED TRANSISTOR - “Not Bite / We’re Not Crazy” 

. FLIPPER - “Love Canal / Ha Ha Ha” 

. THE WEIRDOS - “Destroy All Music / Why Do You Exist? / Life of Crime” 

. DMZ - “First Time Is The Best Time / Teenage Head” 

. CLAW HAMMER - “Sick Fish Belly Up / Moonlight on Vermont” 

. FLESH EATERS - “Disintegration Nation” +3 

. THE VICTIMS - “Television Addict / Flipped Out Over You” 

. HALO OF FLIES - “Richie’s Dog / How Does It Feel (To Feel)” 

. THE MINUTEMEN - “Paranoid Time” EP 

. SONIC YOUTH - “Halloween / Flower” 12” 

. THE URINALS - “I’m A Bug” +3 

. HALF JAPANESE - “Calling All Girls” EP 

. THE CRAMPS - “Surfin’ Bird / The Way I Walk” 

. BARBARA MANNING - “Don’t Let It Bring You Down / Haze is Free 
(Mounting a Broken Ladder)” 

. THE GORDONS - “Future Shock / Machine Song / Adults and Children” 

. THE DEADBEATS - “Kill The Hippies” +3 

. VARIOUS ARTISTS - “Process of Elimination” 

. MISSION OF BURMA - “Academy Fight Song / Max Ernst” 

. SOLGER - Ist single 

. ROYAL TRUX - “Red Tiger / Law Man” 


G JOKE RECORDS, 


Note: If you want to read the original 
Superdope #8 fanzine in its entirety and 
read the capsule reviews I wrote for each 
of those, it's available for download at 
wordgoesflesh.com/2016/12/20/ 
superdope-8-1998. 


There are a few things on the old list that look 
alittle silly to me right now - Halo of Flies?? 
- but I can stand behind just about all of this 
as first rate, A-1 material. Because I’ve 
inherited a strange affinity for list-making, a 
benign curse that causes me to stack-rank and 
order nearly every piece of entertainment 
ephemera I come into contact with, I’d like to 
revise this list 20+ years on, this time 
documenting 100 singles as opposed to the 
original 45. 


In keeping with its original spirit, Pll stay 
with the core ground rules and restrict this to 
the general garage/punk era that began in 
1965, blossomed again in 1977, and 
exploded in many directions from that point 
forward. A gain - both sides of the single have 
to be phenomenal. This is why neither The 
Pagans’ “Dead End America”, the Virgin 
Prunes’ “Twenty Tens” nor Metal Urbain’s 
“Panik”, all of which had considerably 
weaker flipsides, made the cut. It also had to 
be originally conceived as a single, not as an 
album teaser. Other than that, it’s bombs 
away. 


Here are 100 45s That Moved Heaven and 
Earth, ranked in order to help you manage 
your reaction to the list and to help guide the 
order in which you purchase these off of 
Discogs.com when you’re finished reading. 
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17. 


18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 


22. 


.ELECTRIC EELS - 


. DESPERATE BICYCLES 


~CRIME - 


. THE URINALS - “I’m A Bug” +3 
. THE CRAMPS - “Human Fly / Domino” 
. MEAT PUPPETS - “In A Car” + 4 

. DESPERATE 


. PERE UBU - “30 Seconds Over Tokyo / 


Heart of Darkness” 

“Cyclotron / 
Agitated” 

“The 
Medium Was Tedium/ Don’t Back The 
Front” 

“Frustration / Murder By 
Guitar” 


. THE BAGS - “Survive / Babylonian 


Gorgon” 


BICYCLES - 
“Smokescreen / Handlebars” 
. PERE UBU - “Final Solution / Cloud 
149” 
. THE GORDONS - “Future Shock / 
Machine Song / Adults and Children” 
. X - “Adult Books / We’re Desperate” 
. THE GERMS - “Lexicon Devil / Circle 
One” 
. CRIME - “Hot Wire My Heart / Baby 
Your So Repulsive” 
. MIDDLE CLASS - “Out of Vogue” +3 
. BLACK FLAG - “Nervous 
Breakdown” +3 
THE PAGANS - “What’s This Shit 
Called Love? / Street Where Nobody 
Lives” 
SPK - “Mekano / Contact / Slogun” 
MARS - “3E/ 11,000 Volts” 
FLESH EATERS - “Disintegration 
Nation” +3 
THE MISFITS - “Bullet / Attitude / We 
Are 138 / Hollywood Babylon” 
THE WEIRDOS - “We Got The 
Neutron Bomb/ Solitary Confinement” 


23. 
24. 


25. 
26. 
27. 
28. 
29. 
30. 
31. 


32. 
33. 


34. 


35. 


36. 


37. 


38. 


39. 
40. 


41. 


42. 
43. 


THE FALL - “Kicker Conspiracy” +3 

VERTIGO - “Two Lives / Front End 
Loader / Phil 105” 

FLIPPER - “Love Canal / Ha Ha Ha” 

THE DILS - “Class War / Mr. Big” 

THE USERS - “Sick Of You/I’m In Love 
With Today” 

THE PIN GROUP - “Coat / Jim” 

CLOTHILDE - “Fallait Pas Ecraser La 
Queue Du Chat / La Chanson Béte Et 
Méchante” 

THE MINUTEMEN - “Paranoid Time” 
EP 

X (Australia) - “Home Is Where The Floor 
Is” +3 

THE KEGGS - “To Find Out / Girl” 

CLAW HAMMER- “Sick Fish Belly Up/ 
Moonlight on Vermont” 

XYX< - “Sistema De Terminacion Sexual” 
EP 

THE VICTIMS - “Television Addict / 
Flipped Out Over You” 

HALF JAPANESE - “Calling All Girls” 
EP 

THE CRAMPS - “Surfin’ Bird / The Way 
I Walk” 

THE FALL - “It’s The New Thing / 
Various Times” 

THE FIX - “Vengeance / In This Town” 

THE WEIRDOS - “Destroy All Music / 
Why Do You Exist? / Life of Crime” 

X - “White Girl / Your Phone’s Off The 
Hook (But You’re Not)” 

THE CLEAN - “Tally Ho! / Platypus” 

THE PETTICOATS -“Normal/ Allergy / 
I’m Free” 


44, 
45. 
46. 
47. 
48. 
49. 
50. 
51. 


52. 
53. 


54. 
55. 


56. 
57. 


58. 


59. 
60. 


61. 
62. 
63. 


64. 


BARBARA MANNING - “Don’t Let It 
Bring You Down / Haze is Free 
(Mounting a Broken Ladder” 

SOLGER - Ist single 


SIX IMPOSSIBLE THINGS~ - 
“Moderation” +3 
MISSION OF BURMA - “Academy 


Fight Song / Max Ernst” 

THE PIN GROUP - “Ambivalence / 
Columbia” 

THE FALL - “Look, Know/ I’m Into CB” 

THE URINALS - “Sex / Go Away Girl” 

HUMAN SWITCHBOARD - “Fly-In” 
+3 

DELTA 5 - “Anticipation / You” 

NEON BOYS / RICHARD HELL - 
“That’s All 1 Know Right Now” +3 

KLEENEX - “Ain’t You / Hedi’s Head” 

RED TRANSISTOR - “Not Bite / We’re 
Not Crazy” 

THE MINUTEMEN - “Bean-Spill” EP 

SHOES THIS HIGH - “The Nose One” 
+3 

THE NIGHTS AND DAYS - “These 
Days / Lookin’” 

SALLY SKULL - “Fractious” EP 

WIRE - “Outdoor Miner / Practice Makes 


Perfect” 
ANIMALS & MEN - “Don’t Misbehave 
in the New Age / Machines” 


X_X-“A/ You're Full of Shit” 

CRASH COURSE IN SCIENCE - 
“Cakes In The Home / Kitchen Motors / 
Mechanical Breakdown” 

CLOTHILDE - “Saperlipopette / 102, 
103” 


- KRIMINELLA GITARRER - “Silvias Unge / Hitlers Barn” 

. FIREWORKS - “Untrue / She’s A Tornado” 

. MISFITS - “Cough/Cool / She” 

. TWILIGHTERS - “Nothing Can Bring Me Down / I Need You” 

. DMZ - “First Time Is The Best Time / Teenage Head” 

. THE GERMS - “Forming / Sex Boy” 

. GIRLS AT OUR BEST! - “Getting Nowhere Fast / Warm Girls” 

. NEGATIVE APPROACH - 1st single 

. THE DWARVES - “Lick It / Nothing” 

. TEDDY AND THE FRAT GIRLS - “Audio Suicide” EP 

. THE GIRLS - “Jeffrey I Hear You / The Elephant Man” 

. CHAIN GANG - “My Fly / Cannibal Him” 

. DADAMAH - “Nicotine / High Time” 

. SHOCK - “This Generation’s On Vacation / I Wanna Be Spoiled” 

. PURITAN GUITARS - “£100 In 15 Minutes / Making It” 

. THE MO-DETTES - “White Mice / Masochistic Opposite” 

. BEYOND THE IMPLODE - “Last Thoughts” EP 

. A-FFRAMES - “Neutron Bomb / Radiation Generation / Test Tube Baby” 
. TRUE BELIEVERS - “Accept It! / Gusto Hungry / Death By Freezing” 
. THE EAT - “Communist Radio / Catholic Love” 

. THE GORIES - “Telepathic / Hate” 

. THE GARBAGE AND THE FLOWERS - “Catnip / Carousel” 

. THE DILS - “I Hate The Rich / You’re Not Blank” 

. SALVATION ARMY - “Mind Gardens / Happen Happened” 

. LIUMMANARINA - “Maailman Tylsin Vittumaisuus" EP 

. SUN CITY GIRLS - “Let’s Just Lounge / Immortal Gods” 

. THE POP GROUP - “She Is Beyond Good and Evil / 3:38” 

. MINOR THREAT - Ist single 

. THE FALL - “Totally Wired / Putta Block” 

. KNIGHTS BRIDGE - “Make Me Some Love / CJ Smith” 

. SCRITTI POLITTI - “Skank Bloc Bologna / Is and Ought The Western World / 28/8/78” 
. THE TERMINALS - “Do The Void / Deadly Tango” 

. ROYAL TRUX - “Red Tiger / Law Man” 

. MENTALLY ILL - “Gacy’s Place / Padded Cell / Tumor Boy” 

99. 


THE SILVER - “Do You Wanna Dance / Popper” 


100. THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APARTMENTS - “Negative Guest List” EP 


LOOK BLUE GO PURPLE - “Still Bewitched” 2xLP / CD 

Bridesmaids of the 80s Flying Nun stable finally blossom into brides with a reissue that 
magnifies & heightens just what a great band they were - something that really only came 
into view for me once the three 12” EPs of theirs got comped in the early 90s, and even 
more so now w/ this fantastic package. Theirs was a crystalline, abstract approach to pop, 
and only once did they ever really stray from this eloquently baroque formula, on the 
straight-up “I Don’t Want You Anyway”. That one seems to be most everyone’s favorite 
of theirs, and I like it fine, but give me the tense & strange “Hiawatha” or the glossy 
“Circumspect Penelope” any day. Even their songs that weaved together flute and 60s- 
drenched keyboards absolutely ruled. 


Aside from 25 Cents earlier on & Queen Meanie Puss after they’ d retired (and The Coolies 
way after that), Dunedin’s LBGP are the only all-female New Zealand band I can call to 
mind. Their era was 1983-1986, and the gauzy filter they laid over their songs can sorta 
be compared to the filters you kids are putting over your smartphone photos. Probably “lo- 
fi’ in this case, though everything sounds robust until the early live material at the end, at 
which point the filter is removed and you get the sense of women immersing themselves 
in harder-edged postpunk, 60s psychedelia and the exploding world of New Zealand 
underground music, and then sharpening their plans accordingly. In retrospect and 
packaged together like this, it seems like we all should’ve been offering up frequent 
hosannas to LBGP much earlier, and much more often. (Flying Nun/Captured Tracks; 
capturedtracks.com) 


SNICKERS - “On The Hi-Fi, Volume III” tape/download 

I tend to wonder a little bit about these folks. I get the blurry concept that they’ve now 
spread across three different “On The Hi-Fi” releases (this one being a tape; the others 
being 45s): drugged, cracked loner folk/noise, tied together by a fuzzy radio dial that 
magically tunes itself between six ninety-second sound snippets per release. Then it’s 
dunked underwater, scratched with an old buffalo nickel and phase-shifted until it’s 
mysterious and murky enough to deeply impress and amaze many of the “usual suspects”. 
I suppose I’d be joining them all in the lip-flapping if I found any weirdo gem-like songs/ 
moments buried between each flip of the dial, but outside of the passable “Maybe Maybe 
Not”, this one’s really all signifiers and very little meaning. 

(Stimulus Progression; stimulusprogression.bandcamp.com) 


ANDY HUMAN & THE REPTOIDS - “Refrigerator / You Don’t Even Know” 45 
Well over a decade ago [used to regularly watch Mr. Human (aka Andy Jordan) play guitar 
in The Time Flys, a ripsnorting longhaired punk band whom I totally dug, but who 
generally went over like a fart in church with the garage punk crowd. His Reptoids seem 
to be making a better go of it, and getting waxed by a top-tier ear-gouge label like Total 
Punk is a good proof point. The band really rise to the occasion as well, with two feral 
snarlers that remove the Chrome/sax/glam influences and leave behind a brutish & nasty 
KBD core. It’s the first Reptoids wax that’s fully and totally made sense to me, though I 
suspect I’m relatively alone there, and therefore it really merits a trip back to the other ones 
to see if I maybe missed something. (Total Punk; floridasdying.com) 
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I’m what you might call a highly unreliable 
narrator when it comes to the vagaries and 
what-fors of what’s commonly called “free 
jazz”. Tt doesn’t mean I’ll restrain myself 
from writing about my finds and my recent 
listens anyway. 


It’s been a big, big year on that front for 
Dynamite Hemorrhage. Wereally had a hell 
of a lot of catching up to do. In the late 80s 
I once subbed someone’s two-hour radio 
show and played only 15/20-minute sides 
from the Art Ensemble of Chicago, 
Ornette Coleman and final-years Coltrane, 
if only to demonstrate to any peers who 
might be listening how “punk” my jazz 
knowledge happened to be. If only if were 
true. That was more or less the extent of any 
knowledge of jazz that I had, period, and 


inant pray 


when I did eventually fall far down the jazz 
rabbit hole about ten years later, the avant 
stuff took a decided backseat to a thorough 
grounding in the classics. This was even as 
many of my fellow fanzine dorks were 
falling over themselves for Borbetomagus, 
William Parker, Arthur Doyle and other 
improvisational other mega-honkers, 
bassists and drummers whom I either 
couldn’t, or more likely wouldn't, keep up 
with. 


Thankfully, other than the peril of having 
quality improvised/free music LPs fall 
rapidly out of print - that wi// happen when 
you make only 100-300 copies of records, 
and target them at vinyl-gobbling free jazz 
freaks - there’s really never a bad time to get 
reacquainted with the genre, particular in 


Virginia Genta, playing with Jooklo Duo 


our age of unlimited internet abundance. I 
moved tentatively at first, almost 
embarrassed at having to ask some of my 
clued-in peers about all the slippery sounds 
I'd missed out on. I dipped back into 
Omette, sure, and then very heavily into 
Peter Brétzmann, and then moved on to 
any & all of the legends and minor players 
whom I’d been reading about for decades, 
and tried with limited success to get a 
handle on who’s making the wildest and 
most inventively free of jazz in the years of 
our lord 2016 and 2017. 


I very quietly created a podcast, Free Jazz 
Libertines, to document my finds and my 
favorites. You say you haven't heard it? 
That’s okay - no one else has, either. You 
can listen to it now at freejazzlibertines. 
com, though. “Keith Chosen”, the noob 
who hosts it? That’s me. Outed. Doxxed. I 
am planning on making some more 
episodes and throwing them out there by the 
time you read this. So now that I’m a 
bonafide bigly free jazz expert, let’s talk 
about what’s sounding good right about 
now, in this brand-new column that will - if 
the stars align - become a much-desired 
staple of the Dynamite Hemorrhage 
musical fanzine. 


Well, for starters there’s tenor saxophonist 
Virginia Genta. Holy smokes. She’s half 
of the Jooklo Duo, Italians who’ve been 
creating a huge sonic racket since 2004, and 
(among many other accomplishments) she 
features prominently in one of the wildest 
records I’ve ever heard, 2009’s “The Live 
in Lisbon” w/ Chris Corsano on drums. 
She’s got her first solo single out now, 
called “Rough Enough” and it’s a 
squealing, cacophonic frenzy. She hits 
registers so high that her sound melts into 
audible hiss and feeds back on itself. 
Genta’s sax at times sounds like a lady 
intent on ruining a party by slowly letting 
the air out of all the balloon animals. I can't 
help but wish she some of the percussive 


accompaniment I’m used to for her 
blowing, but it’s acertainly a place to gather 
the cut of her jib if you’re not yet familiar, 
just not the place I’d wanna start collecting 
her oeuvre. (Holidays Records; holidays. it) 
The exceptional 2017 platter called “Axis” 
from Norwegian-American trio Irabagon, 
Hegre and Drenen arrived precisely when 
my receptors were most tuned to ingest it, 
and man, what a melting slab of 
intoxicating free wailing it is. I’ve given it 
the once-over many times now, and it 
reveals more with each playing. We’re 
talking two tracks, one recorded in Berlin 
2013 and the other in Fukuoka, Japan in 
early 2015. “Berlin” is a master burner that 
starts out quite slow, mournful and 
seemingly wholly structured, with true 
abrasiveness only starting to creep in 
around the sixth minute. Then, in the eighth 
minute a switch is flat-out flipped, and it all 
goes haywire. It’s free, squirting saxophone 
and rattling, scattered drum, all 
underpinned by Hegre’s soaring guitar, 
which sometimes functions as a rumbling 
near-bass, but more often as a building, 
tension-coiling backdrop that sounds less 
like guitar & much more like shimmering 
electronics. 


It’s a pretty dizzying piece, clocking in at 
just under 18 minutes in full. “Fukuoka” is 
truly free throughout, but it admittedly 
takes a while to lift off. It’s cut through with 
loads of squeaks and plucks and sputtering, 
maintaining a moderate, minimal tone 
throughout with Irabagon’s sax bursting 
out painfully in spots. Ultimately, the thing 
transitions to an absolutely frantic final few 
minutes, with Drgnen a total wild man on 
percussion, and the whole thing reeking of 
madness and amphetamines. “Axis” is a 
super-flexible and boiling bit of free jazz 
skronkery that once again points to Norway 
as one of our planet’s improvisational 
ground zeroes. 

(Rune Gramophone; runegrammofon.com) 


Then there’s this new duo recording by 
Rodolphe Loubatiére on drums and Cyril 
Meysson on guitar called “Sédition”. 
Unsurprisingly, it is billed to the Meysson/ 
Loubatiére Duo, and it consists of two side- 
long pieces, each called “Sédition”. The A- 
side opens with frantic drumming and 
infrequent gothic guitar shards; then 
electronics really take over a little over 
halfway through the piece, zapping holes 
between the constant percussive maelstrom 
and guitar squall. It all starts a long 
sunsetting around the 11-minute mark, and 
it’s fantastic. Not to run it through a rock 
lens just because it has a guitar, but if you 
told me the B-side was Thurston Moore 
jamming with Paal Nilsson-Love or Chris 
Corsano, I'd believe you. Total slow burner. 
Love how ample feedback gives way to a 
traditional jazzy construction for a short 
while, like they wanted to zero in on playing 
a ‘lil bebop, before the gates of hades open 
again. The download comes with “Sédition 
(Alternate Take)”, which is another way of 
saying an entirely different 18-minute 
improvisation. Great record! 
(rodolpheloubatiere.bandcamp.com) 


John Hegre, Nils Are Dronen & Jon Irabagon 


I can’t tell you much about the tape bootleg 
label Loathed Sound Department, only 
that it exists, and that it appears to have 
exceptional taste in music. Out of print/ 
never issued Sun Ra, Velvet Underground, 
Jazz Destroyers and Vertical Slit materials 
have all received the bootleg treatment from 
this outfit, but what’s ringing in my ears 
currently is the 1971 hands-down 
masterpiece spiritual/free jazz LP from 
Black Unity Trio called “Al-Fatihah”. 
With tracks connected by shaking bells, it 
appears to have been nearly a shamanic 
séance taking place when this was recorded 
in what is believed to be the Oberlin, Ohio 
area way back then. The trio veers from 
moderately avant jazz into full-throttle 
freedom, with the absolutely masterful 
“John’s Vision” calling to mind peak 
Coltrane on delicious alto sax during his 
final three years (it was Yusuf Mumin, 
who’d clearly been taking notes). I know 
there are literally kajillions of out-of-print 
improvised classics that are still waiting to 
re-find an audience; please make sure 
you're part of the audience that helps agitate 


for a non-tape reissue of this one (though 
rumors on the always-factual internet say a 
band member has said a legit reissue of this 
is definitely never, ever going to happen). 
(Loathed Sound Department; 
loathedsound.bigcartel. com/products) 


John Corbett is a record collector, 
archivist, curator and writer who’s been 
contributing his many talents to the cause of 
furthering free jazz & other underground 
musics for many years now. In the past three 
months I’ve read two of his books, both of 
which are fairly new. The first one I read, a 
little pocket book called “A Listener’s 
Guide To Free Improvisation”, was a real 
helper in terms of getting a layperson such 
as myself to pay attention to some of the 
subtleties of free music. I didn’t know he 
was such a strong writer, nor that he could 
non-condescendingly tackle such a topic on 
his own - but he is and he did, and all it made 
we want to do is buy the guy a beer and read 
more of his stuff. 


So I did (the beer is on hold for now), with 


“Vinyl Freak”, a collection of his columns 
from Down Beat from 2000-onward, in 
which Corbett wrote up a piece on an 
esoteric vinyl LP (or 45, ina few cases) from 
his collection that was out of print, and in 
need of some attention. Utterly fascinating 
how non-repetitive his columns were, and 
how he used each one as a springboard to 
talk more deeply about the nature of record 
collecting, the nature of vinyl, how we listen 
to music etc. At the same time, it provided 
me with a list of another 50+ records I'd like 
to find somehow, even if by necessity it has 
to be on an illegal file-sharing network. The 
book also dips into many personal favorites 
beyond the columns, and has other essays 
and stories besides. It’s the rare music book 
Pll absolutely read more than once, and not 
merely as a consumer’s guide. 


Near the end of the book, Corbett waxes 
enthusiastically about the most rare record 
in his entire gargantuan collection, the 1963 
Tom Prehn Quartet LP “Axiom”. It only 
had two complete copies, just test pressings, 
made back then on the Swedish label Sonet. 


Black Unity Trio 


This Danish quartet apparently didn’t like it 
so much, or perhaps the label didn’t, 
thinking it sounded “old” by the time it was 
waxed and was about to come out. Not 
Corbett. He persisted in tracking down the 
surviving band members, and released 
“Axiom” in 2015 on his fantastic reissue 
label Corbett vs. Dempsey. 


I was too intrigued to not get it, so I bought 
the CD, which has an extra track tacked on 
from Swedish radio in 1966. It is truly 
nascent free jazz, really early on, and is said 
to be the first European free jazz LP ever. 
It’s areal tight listen to me, with lots of sonic 
extrapolations but way more cohesion than 
I'd expected, and quite honestly, it’s a 
delightful, expressive listen. I don’t yet 
know where it ranks in the pantheon of 
Danish free jazz, but with study and grit, I’m 
sure I’Il be able to tell you in a few years. 
(Corbett vs. Dempsey, corbettvsdempsey.com) 


Finally, I bought 2016’s “The Hundred- 
Headed Women” by Roji because lip- 
flapping Portuguese trumpeter Susana 
Santos Silva plays on it. I saw her play in a 
duo in Oslo in early 2015 and have been 
regularly buying her excellent weirdo 
improvisations every since, most of them on 
the Clean Feed label. She’s really just a 
“special guest” here; Roji is primarily a duo 
with bassist Gongalo Almeida and drummer 
Jorg A. Schneider, and they play a dark, 
heavy, rock-tinged sort of jazz that features 
super-processed, whomping electronic bass 
and freakout percussion. 


When Santos Silva appears on three of the 
seven tracks, she excellently rides on top of 
the doomy vibe with staccato trumpet bursts 
that break up the cinematic feel in an 
exceptionally positive way (Colin Webster, 
who plays baritone sax here, does the same 
thing on many of the other tracks). It doesn’t 
look to me like Almeida and Schneider have 
recorded elsewhere under this moniker, but 
when they do I’1l be out there looking for it, 


maybe traveling to Lisbon if I have to. 
(Shhpuma; cleanfeed-records.com) 


That’s it for Free Jazz Libertines. I'll see 
you all next time. 
Until then, I'll be the one standing in front 
of poseur. 


PERFORMING FERRET BAND - 
“Performing Ferret Band” reissue LP 

It continues to remain feasible to scratch 
one’s early 80s independent UK DIY itch, 
even if the final Messthetics comp has 
trucked off the lines. I’d certainly never 
been previously informed about the 
Performing Ferret Band, and certainly not 
about their 300-pressed LP on their own Pig 
Productions in 1981, and yet there was a 
2009 Messthetics CD comp called “No One 
Told Us” credited to "The Performing 
Ferrets", aname they also once trafficked in. 


This new Spanish reissue of the original LP 
is lovely and expensive ($25 at my local 
grocer), but I’m still quite proud to own this 
low-tech gem. Skittering songs about bad 
teeth, rashes and lung cancer, played with 
maximum naiveté and a heaping dose of 
droll playfulness. The Prats and I Jog and 
The Tracksuits are logical compadres, 
both in the sense of expressed boredom and 
a sort of brash, gleeful sub-underground 
weirdness. At times there’s even a sense of 
creeping doom, usually when a melodica 
snakes through the bashing and tapping, yet 
it’s usually leavened with deliberately daft 
vocals or self-mocking lyrics. 


I don’t suppose 1981’s a year that many 
Brits would necessarily wish to live through 
again, but it’s the year I’m hoping they’ll 
beam me back to and over to the UK soI can 
experience all of this bleary DIY bop 
firsthand. (Alehop/Beat Generation; get it 
at forcedexposure.com) 


STEFAN CHRISTENSEN - “Open Day” 7”EP 

There are some phenomenal records we’re talking about this issue, and this right here is 
probably the best of ‘em. Christensen once played not long ago in an avant-garage punk 
group called the Estrogen Highs. Perhaps you have heard them. He’s now wrapped his 
guitar-clutching tentacles around not only his bleeding, squalling axe but around the most 
wonderfully Xpressway-inspired set of music since - oh I don’t know - the Dead C and 
Alastair Galbraith? The American Christensen pulls it off, too, on five tracks that skirt 
simple loner-strum tape snippetry (“Open Day”); heaving, mega-dense blowouts (“Brass 
City Dilemma”) and a wobbling, four-minute downer track (“Cole’’) that honestly sounds 
like he mashed up the best parts of both sides of the Dead C’s “Helen Said This/Bury”. 
Perfectly conceived and immaculately executed throughout. 

(I Dischi Del Barone; iddb.se) 


STEFAN CHRISTENSEN - “Shake Off The Village” LP 

Life comes at you fast in 2017, as have Stefan Christensen vinyl & tapes to my collection 
since I belatedly discovered just what intense & warped guitar music he’s been making 
the past few years. I’m all caught up now, and I'll state for the record that the man’s only 
getting better. This one’s right up there with “American Pastoral Again” and the “Open 
Day” 7”EP. Recordings of various loop-driven noise blasts, live excursions and 
contemplative acoustic meanderings often weave together in a harsh stew, and when it 
really explodes, as on the totally molten “Open Scrawl” and “Christfire”’, it sounds like 
all the stories we tell ourselves about what Crazy Horse sounded like, only better. As he 
burrows even deeper into the Xpressway/Vertical Slit-zone I’ll expect him to both engage 
and repel listeners in equal measure, and I get the sense he’s just fine either way. As long 
as you know what side you’re on, I’ll encourage you to proceed accordingly. 

(C/Site Recordings; csiterecordings.com) 


NEON “Neon / Nazi Schatzi” 45 

Imagine a minor-league version of Kleenex from 1978, with the same bouncy, jerky punk 
rhythms & shout-sung female vocals, yet about 50% of the songwriting talent. They were 
also from Switzerland, and their singer Astrid Spirig actually joined LiLiPUT shortly 
thereafter. You’re probably still sniffing around, right? Hey, I sure was. They were called 
Neon. They had a loopy & aggro theme song (“Neon’’!) that becomes a little more 
tolerable every time I spin it, as well as a second song on the B-side that does not. These 
came from unearthed tapes, and are the first and only things we’ve ever heard from Neon. 
Perhaps it is all we shall ever hear, and perhaps that is all right. 

(Water Wing; waterwingrecords.com) 


THE STROPPIES - “The Stroppies” tape/download 

They say that niceness counts in this business, and I really haven't heard a nicer batch of 
songs all year. 2/4th of The Stroppies also play in Blank Statements, and between them 
& pals like The Shifters, Terry and Pappy, they’re responsible for helping to make 
Melbourne, Australia the figurative epicenter of my listening experience in 2017. The 
Stroppies’ debut trades girl/boy vocals across extra-skeletal DIY pop music, laden with 
bloopy keyboards & glimmering strings. It’s in no rush to arrive anywhere in a hurry, and 
it's all delivered with four big shit-eating smiles. The tape’s modestly informed by punk, 
in the same way that, say, Young Marble Giants were informed by punk. If I have to 
choose, it’s “All The Lines” that’s the summer’s finest headbopper - a surefire staple of 
beer-battered shrimp cookouts from this point forward. 

(Hobbies Galore; hobbiesgalore.bandcamp.com) 


PAPPY - “Snack” tape/download 

2016 came and went and I hadn’t heard the Pappy tape yet, and it was only Buddy Records’ 
having dropped an email to DH HQ that even alerted me that this beast was even out there. 
Seven songs, each clocking under two minutes of straight-up wham from the sewers of 
Melbourne AU, w/ three members who’d “...had never played an instrument before and 
wanted to start a riot grrrl band together”. I’m not going to say mission accomplished, as 
an ultimately more fulfilling mission was accomplished. 3 out of 4 Pappies are indeed 
female, plus a fella from Constant Mongrel, and they bring that dense & squealing punk 
caterwauling that makes the latter one of Down Under’s most refreshing acid baths. Some 
hints of Eastlink, too - just faster yet w/the same singularly unvarying riffarama. This sorta 
got lost in the clatter of so much outstanding sub-underground r-n-r bursting out of 
Melbourne, and it’d really be a shame if you missed it. 

(Buddy; buddyrecords.bandcamp.com) 


SOPHIE COOPER & JULIAN BRADLEY - “The Blow, Volume III” tape/DL 
Sophie Cooper is an English musician whom I got turned onto by David Perron’s “Free 
Form Freakout” podcast a year or two ago. He played selections from her 2014 CD-R “Our 
Aquarius”, and I totally took to her bizarre drones, patiently-crafted feedback and 
overlapping vocal tracks. She’s popped out a number of intriguing releases since then, 
often with collaborators. This one’s with Vibracathedral Orchestra’s Julian Bradley, with 
whom she composed my #1 fave drone of hers, “Hi From The Skyline Swim” (it’s findable 
on Soundcloud, yet not on this release). 


The two of them put this together by file-sharing their respective parts & weaving/ 
overlaying them together. It’s experimental music; so not like you’d be able to tell how 
it was compiled. Often it’s smeared pattern-shaping, and as oblique as an argument with 
a dog. Other times it’s gently-strummed drones with vocals that flutter in & out, as in 
“Nowhere For The Water To Go” or the darker & more synth-based “Smoke on the Phone 
in the Street”. That’s the stuff that tends to stand out n’ proud for me. This collaboration 
apparently cemented the partnership enough that they’re now a permanent duo under the 
name “The Slowest Lift”. And to think it all started right here. (Front & Follow; 
frontandfollow.com) 


ELKHORN - “The Black River” LP 

Like you, sometimes I’ Il follow an internet trail of links & recommendations into the great 
beyond, and pop out a few clicks later having bought something I’d never heard of five 
minutes previously. Elkhorn was one of those. They’re a US East Coast “American 
Primitive” duo, sort of, recording long, psych-tinged strums for a Seattle label. One guy 
plays acoustic in an exceptionally rustic style, with proper education from the Takoma 
guitar playbook; the other electric, ina much more rough & wandering manner. There’s 
some natural & well-nurtured tension between these two poles, and it comes off really 
well. “The Black River” falls into the same bucket as Nathan Bowles’ recent work, just 
less NPR-ready. It even comes to your house on heavyweight viny] and in a totally lovely, 
glossy sleeve. It’s one of my most-listened-to records this year, primarily because 
everyone in the house likes it as much as I do. (Debacle; debaclerecords.com) 


PRIVATE ANARCHY - “Private Anarchy” tape/DL 

An excellent one-man discordant clanger from Wisconsin that disturbs multiple soft 
cranial centers and enables limbs to spasm involuntarily. Private Anarchy, from Madison 
resident Clay Colbinger, is true “afflict the comfortable” music; I’m not sure how the truly 
afflicted will take it, but I’m enjoying every tension-wracked minute. When I first came 
upon the Bandcamp link, I really thought it was Spray Paint performing new material 
under a different name, with some nods to The Fall and perhaps My Dad Is Dead 
(remember that guy?) - yet it’s its own sort of DIY/art-punk/misery-maker. I especially 
like the part at the end of “Sirens” in which Colbinger sounds as ifhe's either grown cloven 
hooves or forgotten how to play guitar. I guess I didn't ultimately like learning it was just 
one man, because then I heard only the layers of studio instrumentation, but I’ll bet if he 
can corral the guy from Couch Flambeau or some of the Killdozer fellas they can make 
a proper touring module outta this thing. 

(Round Bale; roundbalerecordings.bandcamp.com) 


SEX TIDE - “Possession Sessions” LP 

A fierce new dose of primal roar from one of my 21st-century favorites. Columbus’ Sex 
Tide, now a duo, have trafficked in this heavy-bleed trash rock for two long-playing 
records and an EP now, and despite the deliberate stuntedness of the form, they’re 
constantly evolving and adding layers of nuance to our modern definition of what “the 
garage” means. If anything, Sex Tide are more experimental and unpredictably loopy & 
dangerous-sounding than before. There’s certainly a lot of welled-up & pissed-off 
catharsis pouring out of these tracks. My favorite’s the severely low-fidelity, mega- 
distorted “I’m Alright”, which sounds like a heavy hitter off of the Velvet Underground 
“Legendary Guitar Amp” tape if not for Aurelie Celine’s feminine yowl. It’s another 
heady Stooges/Scientists/VU mix of distorted thumpers, all lovingly fucked with by Mike 
Rep, who even speak/sings on a track. Rubin Fiberglass, call your office. (Feeding Tube; 
feedingtube.com) 


LEDA - “Gitarrmusik III-X” LP 

Leda is Sofie Herner from both Neutral and Enhet For Fri Musik and the city of 
Gothenburg, Sweden. She’s a solo electric guitar practitioner who has recorded under the 
Leda moniker on a tape, a split LP and a terrific 45 last year. Here she’s conducting 
multiple overlaid guitar drones, riffs, improvisations & shape-shifters into a jarring yet 
ultimately quite sturdy construction. Every track is a numbered variation on 
“Gitarrmusik”, and while some could soundtrack a drunken insect parade, others are fiery, 
raw and totally sweat-inducing. The LP shuts down beautifully with “Gitarrmusik X”, a 
scraping piece of instrumental weirdo deathrock. (Férlag Fér Fri Musik; not online) 
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